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like the lake-born lotus, are lit up by (their)
earrings. (3:5: 28-29)

13. Their long-drawn burning breaths
wither even the plants which grow tall in the
hot sun, while their lily hands glittering with
various gifts are continually haunted on every
side by bees.1 Their wide 2 and eager dark
eyes and whole bodies altogether covered with
wreaths of flowering blue lotus are the scene
of various plays by those who taste the jasmine
nectar of fallen lotuses in their lovely breath.
(3:5: 30-31)

He who is Himself all Divine Beauty, the infinite
perfection of loveliness, reflects His beauty on all around
wherever He may be. The trees of Brindavan in whose
shade He plays become radiant with unearthly glory,
and Yamuna's waters sparkle with an unseen light as
they gambol past His dancing feet. Flowers and insects
vie with one another to reflect His beauty, to enjoy
His sweetness, to do Him honour with their tiny gifts
of homage ; birds sing around Him as they sang around
the Assist saint. The whole of Nature thrills with joy
at the holy touch of His tender limbs as He sits there
in His boyish beauty, poised in yogic splendour in the
lotus of the devotee's meditating heart and filling it with
bliss untold.

Gaze joyfully on each limb of that lovely Form ?
see the feet and soft hands, the strong waist wrapped
in gay garments, the warm breast sparkling with a

11 i.e., girl-friends.
3 or: long.